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The ARGUMENT. 


1 By ©2907 BY n 
Marcus Aurelius the emperor, chofs for bis col. 


legue and ſucceſſor, Lucius Verus, a patrician 


of Rome; and at the ſame time made a contract 


F marriage between him and his ovly-daughbter 
Lucilla, TFuſt when it was upon the point of 
conſummation, Vologeſus king of the Parthians, 
75 by Berenice, queen of thi, Armenians, 
tvho was betrothed to him, made” war againſt 
Rome. As it was the duty of the new Caeſar 
to conduct the Roman armies againſt the Par- 
thians, the match was to be Tobended till a 
proper period ſpould vr pu to the war, Ac- 
cordingly, Lucius Verus gave them battle, and 
carried the victory: And having made queen 
Berenice a captive, (king Vologeſus being ſup- 
poſed to have fallen in the fight) be conducted 
her to Epheſus; where growing paſſionately in 
love with her, he did all be poſſibly could, to 
make her his wife. The report of this new 
amour came ſoon to the emperor's ears, who 
took it as the moſt hetnous affront that could be 
offered to majefly ; whereupon be immediately 
diſpatched to Lucius Verus, an embaſſador, to 
accompany his daughter to bim; the ſubect of 
whoſe commiſſion was to let Lucius Verus 
know in plain terms, that he was either direct- 
ly to conſummate his marriage with Lucilla, 
or renounce ail pretenſions whatſoever to the 
imperial dignity, . The iſſue took a favoura- 


l turn on the fide of Luciila; for ſhe, after 


kaving fiirred up the army againſt Lucius 


Verus, 
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 attempss of Lucius Verus, he got incognato 
into Epbeſus; and partly by induſtty uh 


The ARGUMENT. 


Verus, compelled him to part with Berenice, 
and to be true ta the promiſe and the ganiract, 


anbjCbbebaid fir/t of dll 'mbde with be?. Mean- 


while Vologeſus, having recovered the wounds 


be received in battle, and being informed 
that Berenice was made priſoner, that þe 
might be the better able to guard the conſtancy 
of the fair, and to fruſtrate the AR and 


good 
management, and fartly by placing \gifts and 
bribes with proper perſons, ne obtained a poll, 
and became one bf the officers of the Ciſarean 
court, The remainder will be found out by 
reading of the drama, the hiſtorical founda- 


tions whertdf are ts be met with in the ſeveral » 


trafts written by Tulius Cpitolimts, Sextus 
Rufus, Eutropius, Sextus Aurelius Victor, 
and other anthor's. © > <> 2 ZR 
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3 Venus, Emperor of Rome, entrattd 


to Lucilla. 


WW + 


Brkrxier, Wen of Armenia, (married to 
| een. 


Votes ESUS, King of 4 he Parthians, married 
. Berenice. "oP. 


Luc ci LA, Deng of of M. Ard cotred 
dd to L. Verus. 115 | 


Auierus, Friend to L. | agg I . Woe 


 Fravi us, Councellor to M. Aurelius, and 


Governor to Lucilla. 


We Scene is placed in Epheſus. 
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Lucio Vrno, Imperatore, Spoſo di Lucilla. 
La Sig. Pir fer. 


* 


Bunentce, Regina di Armenia Spoſa di Vo- 


logeſo. | La: Sig. ri. 


Vor ookse, Re dei Farti. : La Sig. Galli. 


LuciLLa, Figs, di Marco Aurelio, Spoſa di 

Lucio Vero. ni Le Sig. Frofi.. 
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SCENA I. 
Lare inptrialt ton n, df hone 


. e Lacie Vero. 


1 
er - 2 


Lu. rel 5 gie alf donaſli di nec e 4; 


tanto 
Al tuo genio pudico al? ombraiilluſtre. 40 
Bare Þ tuo ſpoſo: : ay 


Raſſerenati omai, _ - * ar 


5 Che in quel volto Amorbts“ FEM 


Troppo it tuo duolo inſuperbir tua fal. 
Ber. Ceſare, in Vologeſo | 

La Virtude, it valor, la gloria, il merto 

Han trucidato le tue ſquadre. Io 1 

Lamor mio, Pamor ſuo: piango il ſoſtegno 

De] mio cor, de' miei voti, 6 del cating 


Nel partico regnante, 

Nel Ceſare latino il Ciel ti rende. 
Vieni o regina, ea queſta 

Lauta menſa real meco t' aſſidi. 


Ber. (Servo al mio vincitor, e a gliaftri infidi.) 
1 4 idono alla menſa. 


SCE N@&4 


e 


A dT l. 
4 , 
SCENE: I. 
The. imperial apartments, with a table. 
. 5 18 renn ++ 


—_ Berenice and Lucius Verus. 4 
43 Lu. Ve. LN Nough,' © queen ! of conſtancy and tears 

MM Already to your modeſt grief is paid, © 
Aud io your ear departed ſpouſe's ſhade: _. 
Nov once more clear thoſe ſhining eyes again 
3 Too much in that ſeweet face, that's form far love, 
Nu mate grief triumph, and give pomp io woe.-: 
Ber. O Ce/ar, in my Vologeſuus | 
* Virtue, and valour, proweſs, glory, merit, | 
Lie murder'd all; and by thy ſquadrons murder d. 
His love I mourn, and my own love I mourn; 
I mourn the juff rings of my aching bearl, 
Of my loſt wiſhes, and my ruin d kingdom. 4 
u. Ve. Fair, what thou loſeſt in the reigning Parthian, 
* High Heav'n reſtores thee in @ Latian Caſar. 
Come, come, O queen ! and al ibis regal feaſt 

Sit down with joy and me. 
- Ber, 1 do obey my victor, aud falſe ſtars. 
| They fit dowa to table. 

ſa, Þ 
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SCENE 


8 0 ACT 1. 


9 CE N EV II. 
Anicetus and Vologeſus, with a, goblet of gold in | 
his hand, followed by the people. 70 


Vol. I, the chief miniſter of joy and pleaſure, 
Do, in theſe brimmers, y Ab with Bacchus flow, 
Preſent you with the heaven-born dew of mirth. 1 

( Anicetus takes the cup from Yologrlns, and z 
preſents 1 it to Lucius Verus. 

Bet. Te beav' ng, that is, ſure, is 10 not the likeneſs © 
of * lov'd Veologeſus ? ; ; 

Lu. Ve. Queen, I invite you to a late of bis, 

And do you reach me here a golden bowl | 
Fil'd with the juice the Grecian vintage Yields. 

Ani. It waits for your acceptance. 

Vol. Now love and fate aſſiſt me. 

Lu. Ve. Of the firſt glaſs the glory all be thine. 

While Rome*s imperial Cæſar's proud to ſerve 
As cupbearer to you——taſte it, O queen 

Ber. Too great the honour ; but for me your ſlave 

Tt fits not to refuſe it 


Therefore I drink in memory of your triumpbs. 
Vol. No, Berenice Y 
[As Berenice is going to drink, Vologeſus — 
ſnatches the cup, and daſhes it on the 
ground: Lucius Verus goes up to Volo- 
geſus with much warmth and haſte. f 
Lu. Ve. How ! this amazing boldneſs ! 
Vol. The death, which to >" did belong, 
To vor own lips unwarily vou placed, 
ho ought io fear and dread the gifts that come 
Or from an enemy's or tyrant's band. 


That's } 


* 
i 


N 
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Ber. Oh Bel di Vologeſo 


T1 T OI * 9 


SCEN A II. 


: Aniceto e Vologeſo ce con coppa doro in mano ſeguito da 


Popolo, che & avanza, ir 
2 To di piacer miniftro _ 
In queſti di Lieo colmi criſtalli 
Largo nembo di gioja a voi preſents. 
H Riccte prende la coppa da Vologeſo, e la pre- 
ta a Lucio Vero. 


Non è queſti il ſembiante? 

u. Ve. Regina, a ber t' invito, e tu mi porgi 

Pien di greca vendemmia il nappo aurato. 

Ini. Eccolo pronto. Vol. Amor mi aſſiſta, e il fato, 
.u, Ve. Del primiero criſtallo 

Sia tua la gloria. II Ceſare di Roma 

Ti ſerve di coppier; bevi o regina. 


; Ber. Troppo grande e | onore, e a me tua ſchiava 


Ricuſarlo non lice. 
Bevo a trionfi tuoi. Vol. No Berenice. 
[ Mentre Berenice vuol bere, Vologeſo le to- 
glie la coppa, e la getta in terra: Lucio 
Vero fi avanza contro Vologeſo con impeto. 


I 1. Ve. Tanto adir! Vol. L' altrui morte 


Tu appreſſaſti al tuo labbro, e foſti incauta; 
Che i doni d' un nemico, e d' un tiranno 
Ben dove vi temer. Ceſare, è toſco 


— — 


30 rü 


Quel, cui bevè la terra, 


E ſua pena divien ciò che da un moſtro 
Liberarla dovea. IT'aſſolve il caſo 
Dall' odio mio. Perdei la mia vendetta, 


La tua comincia, invitto, 
L' attenderò; n' e degna 


Più la ſventura mia, che il mio delitto. 


Ber. (Pur troppo è deſſo o ſtelle! ) 
Lu. Ve. O tu che al par dell' ogge 
Hai temerario il labbro, 


Chi ſei? che cherchi? ove ti ſpinge un cieco 


Impeto di furor deſio di morte? 


Vom non ſaprei, ſe diſperato, o forte. 


Vol. Parto ſon jo: tiſtretti 
Ecco in breve 1 miei torti: 
Del mio Re Vologeſo 


Meditai le vendette. A lui toglieſti 


Scettro, popoli, e vita, 


Ne ti baſto. Nella ſua ſpoſa i in quella, 


Ch' è ſua vita 2 più fiero inſulti 
emi 1 tuot numi 


Temi Pombra real, temi il mio eſempio. 


Alle ceneri ſue. 


Ani. Del forſennato orgeglio 
Io puniro queſt* empio. 


Mette mano alla ſpada 
Lu. Ve. Ferma Aniceto. Ber. Oh Dio! 
Lu. Ve. lu carcer tetro a pid maturo eſame 


Si cuſtodiſca. Muore 
Col reo tutta la colpa, 
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That”s poiſon, Cæſar, which the earth now drinks ; 
And that is now become earto's puniſhment, 
That ought t" have freed that earth from thee its 
monſter. 
But fortune ſets you free from my fierce hate, 
And I have loſt the pleaſure of revenge; 
Thine now may well begin io take its turn, 
And Jil unmov'd expect it ;—'tis my miſcarriage, 
That does much more deſerve it, than my crime. 
> Ber. (Too ſure, O ſtars ! "tis be, the very ſame ! ) 
Lu. Ve. O tbeu, who dareſt to do a deed like this, 
And equal thy vile work with ſpeech as vile: 
Who, and whence art thou ? what thy impicus aim? 
Or does ſome furious frenzy blind thy foul ? 
And urge thee on with a deſire of death ? 
For thou look'ſt not a man ſo deſp*rate and bold. 
Vol. A Parthian 1—— And in few words 
Take thou abridg'd the ſtory of my wrongs : 
1 meditated and reſolv'd revenge 
For my king Vologeſus. Jou from bim 
Took both bis ſceptre, people, and bis life. 
Nor that ſuſſic d thee. But bis ſpouſe, in her 
That's dearer than bis life, thou, too doeſt ſeize 
And put ſtill greater inſults on bis aſhes. 
Dread thy own gods, dread thou the royal ghoſt, 
And dread the pattern I bave ſet to men. 
Ani. Beit with me to puniſh this bold Ruffian 
For the fierce madneſs of bis raging pride. 
Puts his hand to his ſword. 
Lu. Ve. Sp, Anicetus. 
Ber, Ov Heav' ns! | 
Lu. Ve. To a dark dungeon be the ruſſian dragg'd, 
And there, for full examination, kept. 
Elſe with the dying wretch dies all bis crime; 


Zet, were it not all puniſt'd.— A n can man 
B 2 2 


—_ I. 


O vulgar note, and of Plebeian birth, 

Would not alone unarm'd, preſume thus far, 
Vol. Alone I ſought the glory of thy death ; 
Alone, and ſingle too, I can ſuſtain | 
1 The ſtore of all thy wrath——©O queen, adieu. 


— 
——_—_ 


As from the bill the torrent's courſe 
Bears all before its rapid force, 


So at my feet my ſword ſhall lay, 
Who vainly dare oppoſe my way. 
[Exit with Anicetus. 


SEN E UL 


Lucius Verus, and Berenice, and to them Anicetus. 


Lu. Ve. From chance and circumſtances filld with 
horror, | 
Let us avert th* ideas of our minds, 
[| And turn them tranquil into thoughts of joy. 
O queen be ſeated. 


Ber. Thoſe favours Ceſar, keep for filter ſeaſons : 
| The ſoul fatigwd and weary'd out with cares, 
Demanas repoſe. Ancicetus returns, 
it Lu. Ve. What news brings Anicetus ? 
N Ani. On board Rome's navy with her heralds, envoys, 
. Your ſpouſe Lucilla, now, juſt now arriv'd, 
Lu. Ve. Lucilla— Ani.-——My lord, Lucilla. 
Lu. Ve. She, whom moſt cruel fate, as well as love, 
Deſtines my conſor t—— Anicetus, go, 
Haſien the ſpefacles and publig games. 
Let theſe delude away the ſirſt pril outrage 
Which fortune now is pleas'd to play upon me, 
To ſnatch me from my Berenices arms. 


Ani. 


L' empio rigor de'l fato 

Se miſero mi fè. 

E tu, crudo tiranno, ' 
In van vincermi tenti, 

Se mi ai legato il pie. 


MT Or 13 


Ma non tutta è punita, Un uom del volgo 
Non puo ſolo ed inerme oſar cotanto. 
ol. Solo cercai della tua morte il vanto, 
. E ſolo ancor poſs Io 
2 Softener Þ ire tue. Regina, addio. 
| | torrente che cade dal monte 
; Putto atterra che incontro le ſi. 
.,-» eanch*eichea me oppone la fronte 
hal mio brando atterrato cadra. 
4 N-| [ Parte con Aniceto, 


SCENA IM. 


Lucio Vero, e Berenice, e poi Aniceto. 


IL. Ve. All orror del gran caſo 

1 idea ſi tolga, e torni 

Piu tranquilla a goder. Siedi o regina. 

Ber. Auguſto, a miglior tempo 

Serbami il tuo favor: Þ alma turbata 

Chiede ripoſo. « [ Aniceto ruorna. 
Lu. Ve. Che mai porti amico? 


la tua ſpoſa Lucilla or ora è giunta. 
u. Ve. Lucilla! Ani. Si Lucilla. 
Lu. Ve. Colei, che iniquo fato anzi che amore 
Muli deſtina in conſorte. 
Voanne Aniceto, affretta 
Gli ſpettacoli, e 1 giuochi. 
Si deluda con queſti il primo oltraggio, 
1 Che mi fa la fortuna 
S Intcnta di rapirmi a Berenice. 


14 ATT O 1I. 1 
Ani. Se rivedo Lucilla, Io ſon felice. 4 


Lu, Ve. Spietato a me dirai, 
Che il mio affetto, e il cor donai 
Per-ſerbarle e duolo, e affanno. 
Non potrebbe queſto core 


| Soffrir mai ſi odioſo amore | 
| | Ch' e cagion d' ogni mio danno. A 
| / [Partie. 
* S$SCENA IV. 
Berenice. i 
Ber. Lungi inutili pianti, a che vi frag | ? | 1 


Ceſſa il maggior de' mali, 
Vive Þ amato ſpoſo, ed Io riacquiſto 
Nella ſua la mia vita; 15 
Quindi lieta giojſco, e in onta ancora a 
Del ſuo magꝑior periglio 


Serbo l * tranquilla, e aſciutto il ciglio. 

Vieni, o caro, e mi conſola, | 

Che ſe il viver ti è vietato, l 

Mori almeno in queſto ſen. 3 

| A penar non faro ſola, 4 


Se 1l concede amica ſtella, 
Perche teco 10 verro men, 


3 ACT 15 


9 Ani. If I but ſee Lucilla, 1 am happy. 
a Exit. 


Lu. Ve. That 1 am cruel thou wilt ſay 
4 T* bave giv'n my love, my heart away 
And left ber only woe. 

This heart cou'd never, never bear 
So loath'd a paſſion whence my care 
| And all my miſchiefs flow, 


Exit. 


SCENE. 


Berenice. 


Ber. Why ſhed I theſe unprofitable tears ? 
* Now ibat ibe reateſt of my ills are ceas'd. 
Now my lov'd lord ſtill lives; and 1 regain 


f In his dear life a new one of my own. | 
Hence I grow light, metbints, and bound with joy; 
5 And ſpigbi of all his great impending danger, 

4 Preſerve my ſoul at peace and ſmooth my brow, 

8 Ob come, my love, ſome comfort give; 


Tho *tts decreed thau muſt not live, 
Zet in my arms reſign thy breath. 
4 not remain alone to ſigb, 
4 For with my wiſh my ſtars comply, 
? For I'll attend the een in death, 
[ Exit, 


SCENS 


ef r 
SCENE v. 
A wood near the port of Epheſus. 


Lucilla and Flavio. 


Fla. O princeſs Lucilla ! 4% 

This is the noble port of Epheſus ; 
And this of Lucius is the royal palace, 
Lucil Diſpatch'd you to him beralds on my arrival ? 4 
Fla. Metellus and Volumnius haſte before yo. 2 
Lucil. Tet I perceive not that he comes io meet me. 3 

My fears all wake, and ſorrows grow apace. \ 

Heavens ! what means this ? | 
Fla. Soon you will ſee, ſome other love inſnares him. 


STHEHENE VL 


Lucius Verus, with a train of followers, and the 
aforeſaid. 


Lu: Ve. O princeſs ! ſay, tell me what deſtiny 
Brought you to Epheſus !—ſay, how could &er 
Your ſov'reign fire expoſe you to the riſques 
And num*rous hazards of ſo ſtrange a voyage ? 

. Lucil. Your tedious ay, and your fo long delays; 
They were my lord, the great occaſion of it. 

Fla. Now hear the reaſon of our coming too; 

Me has Aurelius ſent ambaſſador, 

And as bis Miniſter from him to thee : 

His daughter this ;—whoſe hand confirms thee Ceſar, 
Andliſts thee up to rule the vaſſal world. 
Now the time's ripe for happy conſummation, 
Which yet the war retaraed ; fini/h now: 


And 


re 


SE ENA V. 


Lucilla, e Flavio. 


Fa. Princeſſa Lucilla, 
D Efeſo è quello il nobil porto, e queſta 
E' di Lucio la reggia. Lucil. A lui ſpediſti 
Araldi del mio arrivo ? 

Hs. Precorſero 1 tuoi paſſi 


e 


E metello, e volunnio. 

Lucil. E pur non veggio, 
Ch' eĩ venga ad incontrarmi. "x 
Riſorge il mio timor, creſce il mio affanno, 
> Cielil che ſarà mai? 
Ja. Ch? altro amor lo trattiene, or or vedrai. 


1 

2 
> 
4 
4 


S CEN A VI. 


Lucio Vero, con ſeguito e detts. 


Lx. Je. Qual deſtin, principeſſa. 
In Efeſo ti ſcorge? e perchè mai 
Di viaggio ſi ſtrano 
1!“ eſpoſe a i riſchi il genitor ſovrano? 
Tucil. Li tuoi si lunghi indug) 
Puron, ſignor, alta cagion. Fla. Tu quella 
Del venir noſtro attendi. 
Sauo nunzio e ſuo miniſtro 
Aurelio a te m' invia : Sua figlia è queſta, 
La cui man ti fa Ceſare, e t' inalza 
Al governo del mondo; 
De' felici ſponſali, 
Che ritardò la gia compiuta guerra, 
Fi C Maturo 


— — - Ie 
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18 r. 
Maturo è il tempo; ed oltre al di novello 
Differitli non lice. 
Lucio, Ceſare, aſcolta: 
ual d' amba i nomi or più t aggrada eleggi, 
O ſuddito o monarca; 
O rendi il lauro, o ſerba il patto, e reggi. 
Lu. Ve Flavio; il zelo, ch' eccede, 


E' col pa in chi e vaſſallo. E tempo, e luogo 


Scieglier dovevi, e favellar pid cauto: 

A te mia ſpoſa auguſta 

Meglio nel nuovo giorno 

Farò noto il mio core: andianne intanto, 

De' miei trionfi ad ammirar la gloria. 
Lucil. Seguo auguſto i tuoi paſſi 

Tua ſpettatrice inſieme e tua Vittoria, 


Lu. Ve. Cara, vieni, ls me; 
Puoi tu fida 
Addolcire il duolo amaro 
di chi pena ſol per te. 

Penſa ancora alla mia fe, 

Penſa ancora al mio martir, 
E che a tanti miei ſoſpir 
Sarai ſola la merce. 


[Par. 


S CEN A VII. 


Lucilla e Havio. 


Luci. Flavio? Fla, Sovrana auguſta? 
Lucil. Che ti ſembra di Lucio, e del ſuo amore 
4. Li parla, e poi ti fugge; 

Ii accoglie, e poi ti laſcia; 


- 
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r. 19 


And as tis finiſÞ'd, there's no new delay 
We can admit beyond the coming day. 
Hear me, as Lucius; — and, as Cæſar, bear: 
Which of two names beſt pleaſes you, now chooſe, 
Or that of jubjeft, or of emperor ; 
7 And either render up your laurel crown, 
. Or keep your marriage-treaty till, and reign. 
Lu. Ve. Flavio, that Zea! which runs out to exceſs, 
In him, who is a vaſſal, is a crime. 
There is a time and place you ought to chuſe, 

Aud be more wary, when you ſpeak to ſou*reigns, . 
4 For you, my moſt auguſt 1 ä [pouſe, | 
To. morrom you (hall belter know my heart : 

1 Mean while lets go, where glory does require, 
To ſee my conqueſts, and their fight admire, 
Lacil. [ follow, emperor, at once ſpectator 
Of all your conqueſts, and myſelf your conqueſt. 


es 
* 
i 
5 
4 
1 


Lu. Ve. Come, bitber come, my gentle fair, 
And eaſe the pangs for thee I bear, 
For with thy truth thou may*jt impart 
Some reſpite to my bitter ſmart, 


#% ag. * 


| f Think of my conſtancy and love, 4 
$ Think of the torments that I prove, | 
# And that for all my heart bas known, 
5 The great reward's in thee alone, ¶ Exit. 
; SCENE VI. 


Lucilla and Flavio. 


Lucil. Havius. Fla. Moſt auguſt ſovereign ? 
Lucil Mbat are thy thoughts of Lucius and his love? 
Fla. He firſt adardfſe you, and then be flies you, 


He firſt embraces you, and then be leaves you: 
C 2 Erom 
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From hence you may moſt manifeſtly ſee, 
Whether, what Rome ſuſpects, be true or falſe. 
Lucil. //hen be addreſſes me he's all o'er amorous; 
And yet you would (would not you?) have me ſay, 4 

Following a groundleſs and a falſe report, A 
That he is faithleſs, and would fain betray me? 
But don't diſturb my joy and break my peace; 
For Caſar's full of truth, Rome full of falſehoods. 


No flow'r ſo fair, ſo lovely grows, 1 
As are the beauties of bis face. | 
The flow*r a ſingle glory knows, 
But all the ſpring in bim we trace. 


Exit. 


My lord! my life ! the idol of my ſoul! 
Art thou in Epbeſus ? and ſtill art living? 
Living, alas! but in the midſt of chains ? | 

[A guard brings a letter and ſpeaks to 


SCENE: VII 4 

A porch belonging to the priſon, ö 

Berenice, and to her Anicetus. 1 
Vologeſus, thou, for whom Pve felch'd Bes 

bo many ſighs, and ſhed ja many tears, a 


| Berenice. þ 
From a priſoner ſay you ? and to me? dear, dear 
characters IReads. 


On that ill omen'd and moſt dreadful day, 

* When Aſia's fate yielded to that of Rome, : 

« * Mid{t heaps of carnage, and in ſtreams of blood, 

All over wounds, myſeif, and dying lay. 1 I 
: My 3 
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Puoi ben veder, ſe vero 

Sia di Roma il ſoſpetto, o menzognero. 
Lacil. Amoroſo mi parla, 

Amoroſo mi accoglie, e vuoi ch' io dica, 
Seguendo un falſo grido, 1 

Ch' empio m' inganna, e mi tradiſce infido ? 
Non turbar la mia gioja, e la mia pace. 
Ceſare mi è fedel, Roma è mendace. 


Non èͤ ſi vago, e bello il fior nel prato 
Quanto è vago, e gentile il ſuo bel volto. 
D'un fiore il pregio a quello ſol vien dato, 
Ma tutto un vago aprile è in lui raccolto. 
| [ Parte. 


SCENA VII. 


Ario corriſpondente alla prigione, 


Berenice poi Anicelo. 


Ber. O Vologeſo! O tanto 

Gia ſoſpirato e pianto 

Mio ſpoſo idolo mio! 

Tu in Efeſo? tu vivo? 

Ma vivo, ahi laſſa! infra crudei ritorte ? 


0 [Una guardia porta una lettera e parla a 
; Berenice. 

„ Del prigionero a me? oh care note! ¶ Legge. 

8. : Nel di fatale, in cui | | 


Ceſſe il fato dell' Aſia a quel di Roma, 

* Trai cadaveri e il ſangue, : 
Tutto piaghe anch' Io giacqui, I miei pid 
; 6d; 

* 1 Palio 


„ 
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Dalle ſtragi, e dal campo 


— 


Fu lungo il male, e periglioſo: al fine 
Lo vinſe arte e natura; 

Inteſi allor te prigioniera, e quaſi 

Fece il dolor cio che non fece il ferro. 
Ber. (Oh caro, amato ſpoſo ) 

cFSpinto da geloſia 

* Qui incognito mi traſſi, e nella reggia 

Cercai luogo, e l' ottenni; 

© Cioche tentati ti è noto, 

Ora ſon fra catene, e ſon 


8 


[ Sopragiunge Anicet 
Ani. Regin 


A gli atteſi ſpettacoli ſol manca 
L' alto onor de? tuoi ſguardi. 
Ber. (Opportuno qui giunge.) 
Aniceto, conſenti 
Ch' io prima di partir chiegga un tuo dono, 
Ani. Chiedi pure, o regina. 
Ber. Nacque parto e vaſſallo al re mio ſpoſo, 
Quel, cui ſpronò poc' anzi un cieco zelo 
Al delitto infelice; | 
Sento di lui pieta, ſalvo il deſio. 
Am. Sol che tu chieda il reo, 
A te fia la ſua vita un facil dono. 
Ber. Ho ragion, che me '] vieta, 
E a te ſerbo l' onor del ſuo perdono, 
Io ten priego. 


Ani. Non pit, non pit, regina 


Chi può negar ciò che tu brami? avrai 
Libero il prigionier, paga ſarai. 


Traſſermi eſangue, e ognun mi pianſe eſtint; 
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My faithſul friends came then to my aſſiſtauce, 

And drag d me pale and bloodl:ſs from the plain: 

And every one of them mourn'd me as dead ; 

My malady was long, and full of peril ; 

Nature and art, at length, o'ercame theſe ills. 

Mean while I was inform'd you was a captive, 

And deſp'rate grief, as *twere, alone did that 

Which the fword could not do: butleft undone, 
(Ob, my deareſt buſtand ! ) 

Egg'don by jealouſy, I bithercame, 
A ſtranger, quite unknown, and in the palace 

I fought a place, and ſought till I obtain'd it. 

bal I attempted you already know, 

And now J am in chains, and am 
[ Anicetus comes up to her. 


TT © _ XN 9 


N 1 * 


Ani. O queen, 

At all ibe crouded theatre nought's wanted, 

„ But your high preſence now io grace tbe ſbetv. 

Ber. ¶ Jure come at a moſt ſeaſonable point of time.) 
ili thou, my Anicetus, wilt conſent, | 
I, ere I part fromthee, Pall claim one favour. 
Ani. O queen, command it freely, 

Ber. He is a Parthian born, and was a ſubject 
To thelate king my huſb and, whom blind zeal 

4 Urg'd lately on to an unhappy crime: 

I feel a kind of pity fer the man, 

And muſt intreat his ſafe deliverance. 

Ani. Jou only bave to claim this guilty man, 
2 Aud bis life is an eaſy gift to you, 

Ber. I have ſome reaſons, that forbid that condut? : 
I keep for you the bonour of his pardon, 
A beg you to procure it. 
Ani. No more, O queen, there needs no more 10 me: 
bo, what you aſk, is able to refuſe * 
Tull have your pris ner fret; your/elf the price. 


The 
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The fair, the ſpotleſs jeſſamin 


A CCFL 


Which decks the gay enamell'd green, 
With inoffenſive beauty croton'd, 

A Fords delight to all around. 

So now my ſpotleſs heart and pure 
Remains on every ſide ſecurt, 

Since that my blameleſs conſtancy 
From every danger ſets it free. 


[Exit, | 


SCENE IX, 


Anicetus. 


He's no mean man, nor of the vulgar ſort, 
Whoſe ſafety thus can move a queen's deſires 
But be be who be will, yet by his death 
Auguſtus his affeftions, and my own, 

Will be ſet free from hindrance and ſuſpicions. 
From paths of right that man does not depart, 
That, arts to conquer, uſes greater art. 


May he behold bim breatbleſs fall, 
Nor hear relenting pily's call. 

To ſhed his blood no crime can be, 
For pious now is cruelty, 
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Quel Gelſomino 
Che imperla il prato 
A tutti è grato, 
E non affende 
La ſua belta. 

Con il mio core 
Cand io, e puro, 
Sen va ſicuro, 


Perche fedele, 
Si ſcuoprirà. : 
[ Parte, 
SCENA Iz. 
: Aniceto, 
5 Non è del Volgo uom vile 
. Quegli, alla cui ſalvezza 
| Fa votiuna regina : 
* Ma qualunque egli fia, colla ſua morte 
7 Tolgaſi da un inciampo, e da un ſoſpetto 


« L' amor d' Auguſto, e il mio. 
L' uom dal dritto ſentier allor non parte 


Che delude cosi “ arte con ' arte. 
— ö 
_ | A ſuoi piedi il veda efangue, 
it. Ne ſi aſcolti la pieta. 
Si. vedra, 

Che in ſpargendo il di lui ſangue, k 

Vien dover la crudelta, | 
E [ Parte, 

D SCENA 
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SC ENA X. 
Arnfiteatro con porta grande nel mexxo. 


Lucio Vere, Berenice, Lucilla, Flavio, Aniceto, con 
popolo radunalo per gli ſpettacoli. 


Lu. Ve. Monſtrano o Berenice anco i diletti 
La Romana grandezza. Il campo e queſti, 
Ove ogni reo gia coudannato lotta 
Con la ſua morte, e de' ſuoi falli in queſto 
O lacerato a brani 
Soffre il caſtigo, o vincitor ne ha gloria, 
E ſuo ſcampo divien la ſua vittoria. 
[ A! ſuono di tromba wien condotto YVologeſs 
per la gran porta, e laſciato folo fi chiudt. 
Vol. Alla publica viſta, 
Dove ſon tratto? Io nell' arena? oh ſtelle.! 
| [Guarda in allo. 


A ſupplizio s infame, 

Ceſare, i re condanni? e tu ſpergiura 

In vece di ſalvarmi 

Siedi giudice, e rea della mia morte. Vc 
Ber. lo, ſpergiura? t' inganni. . 
[Si getta nell' amſiteatro. 
Lu. Ve. Che veggio? ah Berenice . 
Ber. Eccomi Vologeſo . 

Tua compagna al ſupplizio; or di tua morte 

Ne rea, ne ipettatrice 


Chiamerat 
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SCENE KX. 


08 


N An ampitheatre, with a great door in the middle. 


* 
44 


# 
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Lucius Verus, Berenice, Lucilla, Flavius, Anice- 
tus, with a great concourſe of people to ſee the 
I public ſhews. 
Lu. Ve. O Berenice, thou beauteous regal fair, 
* Rome's mighty gran ure, ev'n ils [forts declare: 
/9 7 This is the place where men condemn'd, do come 
le. Jo ftrive with death, and to reverſe their doom: 
Or torn to pieces by wild beaſis they lie, 
And victims, for the crimes they've ated, die; 
„Or ſafe with glory, gain the victory. | 
| [By the ſound of trumpets Vologeſus 1s 
3 conducted in at the great gate, and is | 
A there left alone, and ſhut in. 9 
Vo!. Forth to the public view, where am 1 dragg'd? | 
: My flars! am I become a ſpefalacie 
Ton an open ſtage? [Looks upwards. 
And can you, Cejar, thus condemn à king | 
® 79 ſuch a mean, vile puniſhment * | 
Aud do you, perjur'd fair, who ougbt to ſave me, 
Sit as my judge, and guilty of my death? Y 
Ber. Call thou me perjur d? thou art much deceit 
4 [ Throws herſelf into the Amphitheatre, 
K Ve. Lat do I ſce? alas my Zerenice! 
er. Bebold me, Vologeſus, now become 
We true companion of your furiſiment; 
5 Io ſhalt thou never call {y Berenice 


D 2 | Or 


Q 


Vol. Ob fly my wife. 


ACT I. 


Or guiliy, or ſpectator of thy death. 1 
[Enter a wild beaſt. - ; 
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Lu. Ve. Guards there ! 
Alas, my orders were too late. 


Ber. Behold the preſent author of our death. 
Vol. My dear, my life, ob let me beg you, fly. 
Ber. I firſt 5 
Lu. Ve. Alas what muſt I, or what can I do? 
Here, Vologejus, here take my ſword, 
And uſe it bravely in your defence. 
[Throws him his ſword. 
People, ſlaves, guards, fly, run, kill 
The wild voracious beaſt, and ſave my idol. 
Lu. Verus deſcends into the amphitheatre. 
Lu. Ve. What do I feel? 
Fla. Well, now Lucilla ? 
hat are your thoughts of Lucius and his love? 
Vol. Proftrate io earth ibe greedy monſter falls, 
Lu. Ve. King of the Parthians, I embrace you cloſe. 
By thus congealing from me your degree, 


Hol. 


You your ownſeif was guilty of your danger. 
Pleaſe to accept the ardon, that I give, 
And ſafe for her, whom you have ſav'd, now live. 
Vol. Pray let me firft your borrow'd fword reſtore, Lu. 
Your ſcword now guards me, that ob eribret before. FR 


Lu. Ve. Your courage has made it glorious. 
l Exeunt omnes; manet Lucilla. 

Lucil. Beneath my eyes does this perfidious man 

Proceed thus far in his amours with boldneſs ? 

So part from me without one ſingle word ? 

Nay, without caſting back one tender glance ? 

And can I ſay there is one ſpark of love 

In fuch a beart as his © 


AMI rr ” © 


Chiamerai Berenice. [ Eſce una fers. 
Lu. Ve. Ola“? cuſtodi 

Aimè! fu tardo il cenno. 

l. Deh fuggi, mio teſoro 

Per. Ecco la noſtra morte 

Vol. Deh fuggi o cara — Ber. Io prima 

4. Ve. Ah! che far poſſo? prendi 


Vologeſo il mio ferro, e ti difendi. 
[Git getta la _ 


; 
bs 
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Gent, ſervi, cuſtodi 
Accorrete, ſvenate 
; L' ingorda belua, e' idol mio falvate. 
f [ Lu. Vero difcende nell anfiteatro, 
Lucil. Che ſento? Fla. E ben Lucilla ? 
: Che ti ſembra di Lucio, e del ſuo amore: ? 
; ol. Cade l' avido moſtro. 
Lu. Ve. Re de parti, Io t abbraccio: 
Con tacermi il tuo grado 
Foſti reo del tuo riſchio; 
Accetta il mio perdono, 
| E a lei, che ti ſalvò, falvo ti dono. 
Vol. Laſcia, Lucio, che prima 
II tuo ferro ti rendo, 
Ferro che gia mi vinſe, or mi difeſe, 
Lu. Je. La tua ſola virtude illuſtre il reſe. 
[Tutti partono, e reſta Lucilla. 
Lucil. Su gli occhj miei Þ infido 
Tanto fa, tanto ardiſce ? 
Cosi da me parti ſenza parlarmi, 
E ſenza rimirarmi ? 
E diro che in quel core 
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ATT O TI 


Arde per me d' amore una ſcintilla? ou 
Berenice l' accende, e non Lucilla. 7 
Senvola lo ſparviere 
Per ogni eſtraneo lido, 
Spiando in ogni nido 


Se potra mai veder preda novella, 
S' egli la trova poi | 

Con forza, e con vigor 

Rivolge 1 vanni ſuoi ſopra di quella. 3 
Parte, 


Fine dell' Alto primo. 


ATT 0 


ACT 1. * 


O, 10; alas, there's no Lucilla tbere; 
But Berenice alone s the reigning fair. 


Th* advent rous faulcon takes his flight, 
O'er ev'y diſlant land around, 

Darts on each neſt his piercing fight; 

To ſee what prey can there be found, , 
If once the prey be ſought be ſpies, 

Together all bis force be calls, 
Downward on rapid pinions flies 

And on the trembling victim falls, 


[ Exit, 


rie. 


End of the firſt ACT, 
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Lu. Ve. J Berenice is loſt ; why then I'm loſt. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE LI 


Garden. 


Anicetus and Lucius Verus, 


Ani, His dawn aroſe mark*d with a purer whill 
In ſmoother gales breath'd forth the morni 
air 
And all the world look'd gayly to ſalute 
The glorious day, diſtinguiſb d by the nuptials 
Of our all conqu'ring Monarch You alone, 
Paſs jullen by in a dumb pom» of ſorrow, 
And ſarowd our public joys, and veil your own, 


Ani. I, in your eyes Lucilla looks diſpleaſing, 
Let Berenice fill up ber place with joy. 

Lu. Ve. Say, didſt thou tell that fair-one, with cube i 

ar dour, 
What earnejt longings J deſir'd ber bere ? 

Ani. My lord, I told ber all — 

Lu. Ve. Then to Lucilla bear this meſſage——tell ber 
That a 11% love has ſeiz*d my /ou! by force, : 
And rai 60 6 d me from ber tell ber, I pray thee, | 
Toal*tis 11h valt rravet part from her; ; 
And hat 5 Þ: the tower 16 rule my heart, 

Toat it ſoou,ĩ ve a fiave to Ver alen: 


Ani 


hitk 
ni 


AT TO l. 
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Giardino. 


Aniceto, e Lucio Vero. 


Orge P alba più pura 
Spiran I aure pin molli e pid giocondo 
In si bel giorno applaude 


Monarca invitto a tuoi ſponſali il Mondo. 
Tu (ol meſto paſſeggi, e ſol tradiſce 
Le tue gioje, e le noſtre il tuo dolore. 


nl 


rdo Berenice, Io perdo il core. 
Se ti ſpiace Lucilla b 

Sia pur tua Berenice. Lu. Ve. A lei diceſti, 

Che ho desto di vederla in queſto luogo? 

diſſi. Lu. Ve. Or va a Lucilla 3 

Dille, che un altro amor mi toglie a lei, 

he ho dolor di laſciarla, 


E ſe poteſſi amarla, Io l' amerei. 
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Ani, Prigionera ai Þ alma in pena, 
Ma ſi bella è la catena 
Che non cerca liberta. 
Meſto, e infermo il cor ſen giace, 
Ma il ſuo mal cosĩ gli piace, 
Che bramar pace non ſa. 


Nn 0 


Berenice, e Lucio Vero. 


Ber. Ceſare, a cenni tuoi— Lu. Ve. Vieni o regina * 

Affar d' alto momento Y 5 

In tal luogo, in tal ora oo 

W obbliga a favellar, attendi, e ſiedi. 1 

Ber. (Che mai ſarà?) ubbidiſco. * ( 

[S: aid 

Ln. Ve. Ben m' & noto qual devi 17 

Nudrir per Vologeſo amoro, e fede, I >, 

Ma ſe pur tu rifletti 1 7 

Allo ſtato, in cui ſei. 1 > 

E vilta fe piu l' ami; Io t' offro o Bella 15 

Il diadema Latino ; Io t* offro o cara 1o F 

D' auguſta il grado, e di conſorte il nome. | + 

Ber. Ceſare; Io molto adi, tu molto hai detto. . 
DSi lev 


Se t' aſcoltai, ſe tacqui; il mio filenzio 
Al mio oſſequio donai, non al tuo affetto. 


Captiv'd thy ſorrowing foul remains, 
But yet ſo charming are the chains, 
Not freedom can allure. 
Corroding cares ſurround thy heart, 
But yet ſo pleaſing is the ſmart, 


11 covels not a cure. Exit. 
"arit > | 
SCENE I. 
Berenice and Lucius Verus. 
&r. Cæſar, at your command. 
in: M. Ve. Approach, my Queen : 


I Matters of higheſt moment make me meet, 

And, in this place, and at this hour, addreſs you : 

He ſeated, pray, and lend me your attention, 

Fr. (I bat can this be?) I do obey. 

| [They ſeat themſelves. 
Ve. Full well Tknow what faith and what aſfetiion 
Thy breaſt ſhould nouriſh toro rds thy Valogeſus : 
But then, again, if ſerious you reflect 

Upon the preſent ſtate in which you ſtand, 

ben it grows meanneſs to purſue that paſſion. 
For, at your feet, I offer Latium's crown, 

4 Offer up to you the high name of empreſs, 

And beg an emperor may be your ſlave. 

fer. Cæſar, 

Much have I heard, and much haſt thou expræſi'd. 


If I have liſten'd, and liſt ning ſtill been ſilent; 
1 Know that that ſilence is a debt I pay'd 


More to my duly than to your aſfection. ; 
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Lu. Ve. This i: blind leve, that carries you too far 
| k 
Ber. Your love, much more than anger, PPE, Ni 
Lu. Ve. Be wiſe, O Queen, and don't too far prof 
His power that can force you to obey; 
Force you, 1 ſay, altho* be uſes mildneſs, 
And begs that favour be might take at will: | 
Think, and think well on't—— Make, if you're u 
Your cruelty your counſellor 1, ſome few moments * 
1 will allow your pride to give its anſwer. 
But recolleF, what ſurò ſhall be the end 
That I both can and will 


Yes, be all die: his impious bead 
Prepares my vengeance for the deed, 
Which ſhall afert the throns. 
If you diſdain my proffer'd love, 
No pity you deſerve to prove, 
No clemency be ſhown. 


SCENE III. 
Vologeſus and Berenice. 


Vol. Fate ſeems not ſatiated as yet, my love, 
With ibe dire ills ſbe's pleas'd to throw upon us : 
There is one part, where we ſtill reſt unburt; 
And that ſbe Il think deſerves ber utmoſt fury. 

Ber. Still let our conſtancy be ber reproach, 

And coniroul deſtiny berfelf with ſcorn. 

Vol. But who or what, my fair. one, can deliver 
From the vile inſulis of a tyrants power ? f 

Ber. That my own courage can—O do no not doubi me, 


7aft what Pre been, juſt what I am I'll prove, 
Ws True, 
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Lu. Ve. Un cieco amor troppo ti rende audace, 
[ Si lea. 

Ber. Più dell' ira il tuo amor, mi fa ſpavento, 

Lu. Non irritar regina 

Chi puo farſi ubbidir, benchè ti prieghi z 

Penſa, e non configliarti 

Con la tua crudelta; qualche momento 


1 Dono ancora al tuo orgoglio; 
g Ma, ricordati al fin, ch' io poſſo, e voglio. 


Morra ſi  empia ſua teſta. 
Gia mi appreſta 
La vendetta inſin ſul trono. 
Se da te il mio cor fi ſdegna 
Non ſeit degna 
Di clemenza, e di perdono. 
[Parts 


SCENA III. 


Vologeſo, e Berenice. 


Val. Spoſa, de noſtri mali 
Non è ſazio il deſtino, ancora in noi 
V” qualche parte illeſa, | 
Etal, che meritar può gli odj ſuoi. 
Ber. Sia la noſtra coſtanza 
Suo rimprox ero, e ſchermo. 
Vol. Ma ! chi può del tiranno 
Involarti a gli inſulti? Ber. II mio coraggio: 
darò, non dubitar, qual fui, qual ſano, 


1 Qu 


It, 


111 TO H. 
Qual tu mi brami o caro, 
Ne fia che dal tuo amor, dalla tua ſorte 


Poſla mai ſepararmi altri che morte. 
RR. LPa 
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SCENA lv. 


Lucio Vera, e Sopradetti 


Lu. Ve. Cos dunque o ſuperbi 
Anche ne* mali eſtremi 
Deridete il mio ſdegno? Ola? ſi chiuda 
Nelle regie mie ſtanze. 
Queſta fiera crudel, coluĩ ritorni 
Fra piu ſtrette catene 
Al carcere primiero. In cosi voglio, 
Ingrati, che trionfi. 


Il mio giuſto furor ſu l' voſtro orgoglio. 
[ Parte. 


SCENA V. 
Vologeſo, e Berenice. 


Fol. Mia * or vado 
Vado forſe a morir; ſa il Cielo oh Dio ! 
Se piũ ti rivedro; mia cara, addio, 


Cara ſpoſa, amato bene, 
Prendi ſpene, 
Che non ſempre irato Cielo 
Volgera lo ſdegno in me. 


Sgombra, 
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True, as my dear loud lord could wiſh, to love. 
Me, from both ſharing in thy love and fale, 
Nathing, but death itſelf, ſhall ſeparate, 

[ Exit, 


SCENE IV. 


Lucius Verus, and the aforeſaid. 


Lu. Ve. Proud, midſt the laſt extremity of ills, 
Will you ſtill, obſtinate, deride my vengeance ? 
Guards, take that cruel, that inbuman beauty, 
And ſbut her up within the royal lodgings. 
And as for him, back to bis former priſon 
Let bim return, and there lie locł d in chains, 
This is our pleaſure, ye ungrateful pair, 
And this the way, that my juſt fury takes 
To triumph ver your pride. 
[Exit. 


SCENE FT. 
Vologeſus and Berenice. 
Vol. Now, Berenice, 1 go, to death I go 3 


And heav'n knows, if I ſhall ſee thee more; 
My dear life adieu. 


My fair, my ſpouſe, my only bliſs, 
With hope thy beart aſſuage, 

Not always will the angry ſkies, 
Purſue me with their rage. 


Chaſe 
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Chaſe every anxious care away, 


Thy riſing griefs controul, 
Thy cares my trembling fteps betray, 
Thy griefs unman my ſoul, 
[Exit, 
Ber. And is my Vologeſus gone? nay gone for ever? 4 3 


And burſts i not, broken heart, within my breaſt ? 
Amidſt ſo much, ſo very much of ſorrow, 
Reſt my eyes dry? refuſe they io rain tears? 


And pour forth floods of grief? 


The heart you lode'd within my breaſt 

Take back; and thus of two poſſeſt, 
With ev'ry bope the combat try. 

F that you from me ſtole away, 

The coward's weakneſs ſhou*d betray, 
Tours will the hero's pow'r ſupply, 


Exit. 


SCENE VI. 
A royal apartment. 
Lucilla, and to her Flavio. 


Fla. If I. O princeſs, with unlucky tidings, 

Break your repoſe, lay all the blame on Ceſar, 

Luc. Cæſar? 

Fla. He ſends you, by me, this unwelcome meſſage, 
That be renounces former nuptial vows ; | 
And, ford by love, that be muſt marry Berenice. 

Lucil. Renounce my nuptials ? marry Berenice? 

And do my ears hear right? and hear with * ? 
: | la, 
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Sgombra, oh Dio, dal nobil core, 
Il dolore; 
Il vederti lacrimare 
Fa tremar lo ſpirto, e il pie, 
[ Parte, 


. E parti Vologeſo? 

Ne ſcoppiommi nel ſen!' afflitto core? 

In tanto affanno e tanto 

Mi niega anche il dolor ſu gli occhj il pianto, 


Quel cor che mi donaſti 
Ripigliati, mio ben, 
E con due cori in ſen combatti, e ſpers. 
Se il mio che mi 'nvolaſti 
Di ſpirto manchera, 
Dal tuo ricevera virtù guerriera, 
| [ Partes 


SCENA-VL 
Stanze imperiali, 
Lucilla, poi Flavio. 


1a. Se con intauſto avviſo, o principeſſa, 

Io ti vengo a turbar, Ceſare incolpa. 
ucil. Ceſare? Fla. Ei ti fa noto, 

Che rinunzia a tue nozze, 

E a ſpoſar Berenice amor lo sſorza. 
ucil. Ricuſar le mie nozze ? 

E ſpoſar Berenice? e tanto aſcolto? 


F : Fa. 


42 AT O 1. 


. Fla. S' ei rinunzia al tuo letto 

I Scende ancora dal trono, oggi te Þ giuro, 
Oggi auguſta ſarai, Tutti poſſiedi 

Dell eſercito i cori, e della plebe. 

Se Celare t' inganna, 

Punirò la ſua frode, e i torti tuoi 
Vendichero co? precipizj ſuoi. 


Un lampo e la ſperanza, 
1 Fa lume, è ver, ma poi 
1 | Quel lume ancora noi 
ö Been ſpeſſo offende. 
| Un ben con lei fi avanza, 
Ma ſe non reſta al cor, 
Un piu crudel dolor di nuovo accende. 
| | [ Par, 


hk ak tt lo mtr 


SCEN A VII. 


Lucilla, e Lucio Vero, 


Lu. Je. Qui mi ſi guidi il prigionier nemico. 


Lucil. Ceſare ? 

Lu, Ye. Principeſſa? (odioſo incontro 

Lucil. Ti ſorprende il mio aſpetto? II. 
| Lu. He. A che nc vien 

Ly 

Lu 

W e Luc 1, 

L. 
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la. F be forſwears io mount your marriage bed, 
Why then he never more ſhall mount the tbrone : ; 
For here I fwear -bis day, this very day, 
You, as our empreſs, our Auguſta ſball 

Fill up that royal feat ——— 

Already you poſſeſs the army's bearts, 

Aud all the people's, to a ſingle man: 

And therefore ſhould this Cæſar dare deceive, 
Great as he is, Pl find out pains as great, 
And paying him quite home for his deceit, 
Revenge your wrongs, and hurl him from bis ſlate, 


Hope is the lighining's faithleſs blaze, 
A tranſient light, *tis true, it lends, 
But oft deſtructive are its rays, 
And deaib the fatal view attends." 
Hope comes with pleaſure in its train, 
But when the fleeting good is paſt, 
Grief, with increaſe, returns again, 
And anguiſh that will ever laſt. 
[Exit, 


SCENE VII. 


Lucilla and Lucius Verus. 


Lu. Ve. Pray bring this pris'ner, that's ſo much my 
enemy, 

Lucil. Ceſar ? 

Lu, Ve. Princeſs ? (O what an odious meeting's this io 
me? 

Lucil. What does my face, my . looks ſurprixe you ? 


Lu. Ve. Zou are come 
F 2 Lucil 
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Lucil. Zes, I am come indeed, and come to bear 
From your own mouth the vile affronts you give m! 
To bear my love in plaineſt terms refuſed. 
Lu. Ve. Zes, yes, Lucilla, I confeſs the whole, 
I do love Berenice, my ſoul, I love her: 
Now pour your indignation on my head : 
Call me ungraleful, call me perjur'd wrelch, | 
Call me a violater of my faith, and all the names 
That ſuit extravagance of love like mine : 
Jam a guilty convict; I accuſe, 
And I myſelf do my ownſelf condemn. 
Lucil. No, Cæſar, no; I pardon, I abſolve you: 
My lips are ſbut Io all ſuch vain complaints. 
Lu. Ve. So beautiful a manner of forgiving 
Is what T little could have bop'd from you: 
1 ſtand in admiration of ſuch virtue. 
But when I think again on't, then I think, 
That when I fancy'd moſt to have offended, f 
I might, perhaps, juſt then, have pleas'd you moſt. 
Too ſure, there was, brooding between our hearts | 
Some ſecret ſeed of enmity, before : 
And juſt as ſure as I Lucilla lov'd not. 
So ſure *twas too, Lucilla lov'd not me, 
Lucil. Baſeſt of men, that ever yet were baſe ! 
1 did not love you ? 
What did I do then, pray now tell me what, 
When all the youth of Rome, that kneel d in courtſh! 
I ſlighted, I deſpis'd, refus?d for you : 
When from ibem all I turn'd my eyes on you. 
Aurelius made you Ceſar, I deſir'dit; 
My fire made you my ſpouſe ] beg'd that too: | 
Told him you bad my heart, — This was not love? 
How could you, cruel, ſay I did not love you ! | 
Ev'n at this moment of ſevereſt iryal, 
When you reject my love, I feel I love you: 


A 
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Lucil. A udir dalla tua bocca 
L* offeſſa, che mi fai nel tuo rifiuto, 
Lu. Ve. Si Lucilla, il confeſſo: 
Amos Berenice. 
Sfoga pur Þ odio tuo, dimmi ſpergiuro, 
Ingrato, mancator, nomi, che tutti 
Convengonoal mio ecceſſo: 
Son reo convinto, e mi condanno Io ſteſſo. 
Lucil. No Ceſare. I' aſſolvo, e vieto al labbro 
Le inutili querele. 
Lu. Ve Da te non attendea si bel perdono. 
Deggio ammirar la tua virtù, ma forſe 
Quando credea tradirti, allor ti ſervo. 
Era fra noſtri cori 
Una ſecreta nemiſtade, e come 
Io non t' amai, tu non mi amaſti. 
| Lucil, Iniquo! 


225 


Jo non t' amai ? 
noſt Dunque che feci ? Parla? 
ris | Per te di tutta Roma 
| Sprezzai gli affetti, e a te rivolſi 1 miei: 
Ti fe Ceſare Aurelio, Io diedi il voto; 
Ti fe mio ſpoſo il padre, Io diedi il core. 
Ed Io, lo non t' amai ? come puoi dirlo? 


In queſto punto iſteſſo 


ſo; 


Che 
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0 Che rifiuti il mio amor, ſento che t' amo. 
Il! E ancor non mi riſpond! ? 

| Lu. Ve. E ancor non parti? 
So, che il dovrei, ma pur non poſſo amarti. 


Lu. Vanne, parto, audace, altero, 
| Menzognero ; 
1 Ahi, non baſtan le mie pene 3 
\M Che altra viene 
| | Più infelice a farmi ancor. 
Taci, fuggo; non mi *ntendi? 
Mi proteggi, mi difendi, 
Giuſto Ciel, da un traditor. 


[ Parte, 


SCENA VIL 
Lucio Vero, poi Vologeſo incatenato fra guardie. 


Lu. Ve. Pur mi laſcio; ma viene 
Il mio rival; fi ricomponga il volto. 
Vol. Eccomi a te. Lu. Ve. Sciogliete 
Dalle indegne ritorte il regio o piede. 
- [Una guardia ſcioglie Valogeſo, 
Or cio che bramo attendi. 
Vol. L alma, Auguſto, raccolta 
Pende da cenni tuoi. Lu. Ve. Siedi, e m' aſcolta. 
[Una guardia pone le ſedie. 
Vologeſo, abbaſtanza - 
Arſe la guerra, arſe il livor fra noi. 
Spezzo i tuoĩ ceppi, e quanto 
T1 tolſi, e ſcettro e liberta ti rendo. 


. 


* 
-4 


And can't you yet jind, in your heart, to anſwer —— 
Still, fill, my lord, will you be ſilent till? 

Lu. Ve. Will you ftill flay *——whbat, are not you yet 
Zone? 


Lucil. Go, tyrant go; I now depart, 
Thou proud of ſoul, and falſe of heart; 
Had I not pains enough before, 
That I am doom'd to ſuffer more ! 
Peace, traytor, peace; my flight's decreed, 
Doft thou not bear me, or not heed ? 
Te righteous pow*rs, protect me ſtill, 
Defend me from a traylor's will, 


Exit. 
SCENE VIII. 


Lucius Verus, afterwards Vologeſus chain'd in the 
midſt of guards. | 


Lu. Ve. At laſt ſhe's gone—But ſee ! there comes, 
My rival——and I muſt ſmooth my countenance, 
Vol. Well, I am once more before you.” 
Lu. Ve. Set free from thoſe unworthy chains, that.bind 
them, | 
The feet of majeſty. 
[One of the guards unbinds him. 
Now hear what I deſire. 
Vol, My foul, Auguſtus, in itſelf collefted + 
Upon your will depends. — 
Lu. Ve. Be ſeated and aitend me — Vologeſus, 
Enough of war and wrath bas paſ'd between us; 
I burſt your chains, and as I once took from you, 
So now your ſcepler, and your liberty 


Acre 4 


©% . 


Lu. Ve. All this is true 
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I give you back once more — and, by ycur leave, 
To add more werght, to theſe important gifts, 
Pll be myſelf petitioner to you. 

Vol.-Aſe freely what you pleaſe ; 


hat is there, that my gratitude don't owe ? . 


Lu. Ve, Then Berenice yon underſtand me now ; 
Know the whole bent and meaning of my heart : 


*T1s ber I claim — Heav'n knows how much I love ber. 


Vol. Is Berenice the claim? 47s 
Then know that from our tender years we made 
Exchange of hearts. —She gave me bers, I mine. 
Lu. Ve. 1 knoto it wwell—But pray now hear me. 
Vol. But do you know that ſhe's my ſpouſe ? my wife? 
| but then for her alone. 
Vol. You drove me from my kingdom. 
Lu, Ve. And give you back that and your liberty, © 


Vol. And what if I conſent not to the gift? [Riſes. 
Riſes. 


Lu. Ve. Then dread offended Cæſar | 
Vol. Here come, qe minijters of death, come all, 
Come, give me back my chains; and open wide 
Your dark and diſmal-priſon bouſe again ; 
Prepare your torments, edge your tools of murder, 
Ad ſet forth death in all its worſt array, 
And its full pomp of terrors. 


Lu. Ve. How ! 


Vol. Nay *tis even ſo; I ſcorn your liberty, 
And make a mock of grandure. 
Lu. Ve. And thus 
Vol. 7es thas, you tyrant, thus 
1 meet your gifts, and thus deſpiſe them all. 
[The guards reconduct Vologeſus. 
Lu. Ve. Be buſb'd and ſtill, my ſoul : for, this great day 
Thy rival dies, or Berenice is thine : 
Run, ſoldier, fly and find out Aniceius, 
| To one of the guards. 
And 


G rTrorfn a 


ſe il conſenti, aggiungo 

Peſo à miei doni, e a te ne chieggio anch' lo. 
hiedi; che non 7 deve un cor, ch' e grato © ? 
e. Berenice Gia intendi 
utto il mio cor. ueſta ti chiedo, Io P amo. 
Berenice a me chiedi? e non tie noto, 5 
Che da* prim* anni ella midiede il core, 
E ch* Io le diedi il mio? 
Ve. Lo ſo vorrei Vol. Tie noto, 
JCh' ella è mia ſpoſa? 

Lu. Jo. E' ver, ma per lei ſola 
Mi torni il regno— Lu. Ve. E liberta ti rendo. 
E ſe al don non aſſento? [Si leva. 
Ve. Temi un Ceſare offeſo. Si leva. 
Val. Ola? miniſtri 
* If Rendetemi a miei ceppi, a me fi ſchiuda 
Il carcere più orrendo: 
Mi ſi appreſtin tormenti, e piaghe, e quanto 
Ha di funeſto, e di crudel la morte. 
Ve, Come? Vol. Grandezza, e liberta diſprezzo. 
Ve Cosi. — Pol. Cosi, tiranno, 


Rice vo i doni tuoi, cosi li apprezzo. 
Le guardie riconducono Vologeſo. 


Ve, Alma ti accheta. In s gran di vedrai 
Tua Beronice, o il tuo rivale eſtinto. 
Ola? trova Aniceto : [ 4d una guardia. 


*. 
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A lui dirai, che il mio voler è queſto. 
Tornino a ſette coll! 
Pria che s' oſcuri il di Flavio, e Lucilla ; 
E veggia Berenice anche una volta 
Vologeſo oſtinato; e s' ci non cede. 
Dica, che per lui giunt' e' ultim' ora. 


Ch' eſeguiſca il decreto, e ch' egli mora. ¶ The 
8 
Torrente creſciuto | No 
Per torbida piena, = 
Se perde il tributo | Exl 
Del gel che ſi ſcioglie,} L 7:5 
Trall' aride ſponde No. 
Pia P onde non a. | 3 
Ma il fiume che nacque y 
Da limpida Gray a 
Se privo è dell' acque 157 
Che il verno raccoglie, 14 
Il corſo non perde, if 
Più chiaro fi fa. | 
[P 45 
| 
SCENA Iz. | 
Prigione. | 


Aniceto, Vologeſo con guardie, e poi Berenice. woe 


Ani. Re Vologeſo, in si fatal momento 
Godi un favor di Auguſto, 
Sappi uſarne a tuo pro: P alta ſentenza 


* 
* 


2. 
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tell bim our imperial pleaſure*s this. 

e night, let Flavio and Lucilla ſteer 

wrds their own city, on the ſev'n proud hills ; 
4 then be Berenice once more conducted 

> ſee ber chſtinate bold Vologeſus : 

dif he yields not then to my propoſals, 

t him be told that his tft hour is come, 

nd my decrees falfilPd, and death his doom, 


The rapid torrent, foaming high, 
And ſwellPd with boiſt'rous force, 
No more let melting ſnows ſupply 
| Their tribute to its courſe, 
 Exhauſted on the ſandy ſhore, 
Its very current is no more. 
No. ſo the ſilent flocd that flows 
From ſome pure, limpid vein, 
| What the" the wintry ſky beſtows 
Mo tributary rain, 
Sſill we behold its current glide 


4 4 gentler and a purer tide. 
LExit. 


SCENE IX. 


A priſon. 


| 
Maetus, Vologeſus with guards; and, to them, 


Berenice. 


F. King Vologeſus, at ſuch fatal junctures, 
Make precious uſe on't ; take the proffer'd grace 


D © 6 our great emperor : uſe it to advantage : 


G'2 Fer 


—— —— 
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For now the mighty ſentence is conſirm'd; 
You muſt, or part with Berenice, or life. 
Vol. Live without Berenice? What's life without þ 
[Enter Bereni 
Ber. No, now my foul al ready is reſolv'd. 
Ani. On what reſolv'd? 
Vol. Perhaps to leave me ? 
Ber. Hear me, thou ſervant of a tyrant prince, 
Back to your Ceſar go fram me—and tell him 


[Takes Vologeſus by the hanf 


This tell him, that I do rejef his love; 
That I ao ſcorn, heartily ſcorn his empire; 
And tell him too this further, that I wait 
Cloſe by the fide of my lov'd lord and huſband, 
The harſheſt ſentence that cer fate pronounc'd. 
Vol. And would you ? 
Ber. Jes, die with thee moſt willingly I would. 
Ani. Nay now indeed you do provoke too far 
Ber. Away ! no words; nor ſtudy more replies, 
I have reſolv'd; and what reſolv'd, thou'ſt hear 


* 

5 

1 

4 
i 
> 
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Vol. Here Berenice myſelf muſi interpoſe, 
And beg you'd quis ſuch deſperate defigns. 

Ber. This is the only thing 1 won't hear from thee ; 
No more of this my love I too can die. 

Vol. O no, my foul ! my better part, live on: 
And when, hereafter, from the voice of fate, 
Thou (halt a milder gentler ſummons hear, 

To come amongſt the ſpirits of the bleſt ; 
Then come to thy lovd loving ſpouſe's breaſt, 
Then come and taſte of everlaſting reſt, 


[Exit Anicetu: 
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Gia per te è ſtabilita, 
O ſenza Berenice, o ſenza vita. 
Vol. Io ſenza Berenice? [Beren. entra. 
Ber. No, gia l' alma è riſolta. 
Ani. A che? Vol. Forſe a laſciarmi? 
Ber. Di re tiranno, empio miniſtro aſcolta, 
Vanne a Ceſare, e digli 
[ Prende Vologeſo per la mano. 
Che rifituto il ſuo amor, ſprezzo il ſuo impero: 
Digli, che atttendo anch' Io 
Al fianco del mio ſpoſo 
La ſentenza fatale. 
Vol. E vuoi? Ber. Teco morir. 
| Ani. Troppo tu irriti 
Ber. Parti, non replicare; 
uanto riſolſi, udiſti. [ Parte Aniceto. 


Vol. Berenice, abbandona 


Il diſegno crudele 
Ber. Spoſo, non pid. Saprò morir anch' Io. 


Vol. No, vivi anima mia, 


Ma quando poi del fato 

Ti chiamera la voce 

Tra gli ſpirti felici 

Vieni allora a trovar l' amato ſpoſo, 
Vieni allora a goder del mio ripoſo. 


Ber. 
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Ber. Vol. Io ti abbraccio, e pin che morte 

Aſpro, e forte è pel cor mio 
Queſto addio 

Che il tuo ſen dal mio divide. 

Hol. Ah, mia vita! Ber. Ah, mio teſoro, 
Se non moro. è plu tiranno 
Quell affanno 
Che da morte, e non uccide. 


Fine dell' Atto ſeconds. 
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Vol. & Ber. With this embrace my heart I leave, 


Vol. 


But death cou'd n&er ſuch tor ments give; 
Than death more fatal this adieu, 

Which tortures and which ſevers too. 
Alas ! my life. Ber. My only joy, 

If this I bear, and yet not die, 

Its utmoſt pow'r that grief employs, 
Which «ith a liviug death deſtroys. 


End of the ſecond A CT. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 


An apartment. 
Lucilla and Anicetus. 


Lucil. Hink not that, Anicetus, Pm offended, 
Or can take ill a ſoft and gentle paſſion 
Which jo much ſuffers for my ſuke in ſilence; 
(Ii neceſſary thus to flatter him) 
1f it pleaſe Jo, Pl give you leave to love; 
What wouia you mere? but then I do expect 
The Ive vu, bear me ſhould be prov'd by actions. 
Ani. Ne bat the taſt, O do but name it to me. 
Lucil. Then thus ; thaw bode e muſt return to Rome, 
A caf; of bride and a rejected lover. 
A1. 7 hy ri. of lies full before me; and it pains me, 
Lacil. Z here is a reaſon, thou ſhal?”ſt know hereafter, 
Why 1 ſhould talk with Lucius one ſhort minute, 
Ani. Iwill take care, if ſuch be your deſire, 
Auguſtus ſhall this moment wait your ple: ſure, 
Lovcil. Tha,“ juſt as I could wiſh, my faithful friend, 
Co and perform your promiſe, and, for me, 
Aſſure yorr (of, I will be ever grateful : 
And if my ſtars reſtore me back that beart, 
Which / have heedleſs thrown away in waſte 
On a per fidious man—O Heav'ns ! 


Ani. 


ci. 
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ATT O Il 


8 C ENA I. 


Appartamento. 


Lucilla, ed Aniceto. 


ucil, On mi turba Aniceto, e non mi offende 
Un affetto gentil, che ſoffre e tace. 
E duopo il luſingarlo) 
Amami ſe ti piace; in tanto attendo 
Che appariſca dall* opre 
L' amor, che tu mi porti. 
Ani, Imponi o bella, 
ucil. Sai, ch' lo ritorno a Roma 
Spoſa tradita, e diſprezzata amante ? 
ln. Ne e paleſe il tuo duolo, e lo campiango. 
ucil. Ragion vorria, che Lucio 
Mi favellaſſe un breve iſtante almeno. 
ni, Faro, ſe cosi chiedi, 
Che t' oda Auguſto, e ti favelli or ora. 
Lucil, Queſti appunto © mio fido 
Erano i voti miei: vanne, e gli adempj 
Ti faro ſempre grata, e ſe le ſtelle 
Mi rendeſſero mai 


Quel cor, ch' Io diedi a un infedele—Oh Dio ! 
H | Ani. 


58 . 


Ani. Pur ottenni un ſoſpir dall' idol mio. 


Cielo, e terra armi di ſdegno 
Son contento, ſon beato. 
Se d* un ſguardo mi fai degno 

Non tem' io l' ira del fato. 


[ Par 
SCENA Il. 
Flavio, e Lucilla. 


Fla. Dell' eſercito 1 capi 
Pendono gia dal mio voler, ne manca 
Che un cenno di Lucilla a la grand? opra. 
Lucil. Guarda, che illeſo e ſalvo 
Il mio Ceſare voglio. 
(Allor che s' ama odio non ſente il core.) 
Fla, Queſta è troppa pieta, che s' egli tenta 
LY? oſcurar le tue doti, e la tua gloria 
Merta perir Þ iniquo. 
Co? ſuoi trionfi in grembo a la vittoria. 


Non è più tempono, 
Se ingiuſto ti 'ngannd, ſoſpira in vans. 
Queſto e il deſtin di amor, | 
Sovente il primo à il cor, l' altro la 3 
| . Par 


SCENA III. 
Lucio Vero, e Lucilla, 


Lu, Ve. Principeſſa, che brami ? 
Lucil. Prender da te congedo. 


ni 


Fri 


ACT H. 


ni. At leaſt I have obtain d one pitying ſigh 
From my dear charmer's breaſt. * 


Let heav'n and earth their fury join, 
Still ev'ry bappine(s is mine. 

I but one gentle glance you deign 
Fate vents its uimaſ rage in vain, Exit. 


Jay 


SCENE II. 


Flavius and Lucilla. 


a. The chiefs of all the army watch my will, 
And if Lucilla nods, the work is done 
cil, Remember, and take ſpecial care, I charge you 
Safe and unwounded to preſerve my Ceſar. 
(Hearts full of love can find no room for bale.) 
a. This is too great an act of pity in you; 
For he labours to eclipſe your fortunes, 
And ſhroud your glories ;, he's a wretch indeed, 
And well deſerves to periſh, 
He and his triumphs in the womb if earth. 


No, *tis too late; yet this you gain, 

If you're deceiv'd, be ſighs in vain. 

So love exerts his great command 

This bas the heart, and that the hand, [Exit. 


SCENE III. 


Lucius Verus and Lucillus. 


Ve. What, princeſs, is your pleaſure ? 
cil. To part and late my leave. 
H 2 Lu. 


Li 
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60 ACT III. 


Lu. Ve. Are you upon the point of your departure ? 

Lucil. The winds pleas'd on my fide ſport, and ſoft gal 
Juſt fwell the ſails to waft me gently oer. 

Lu. Ve. The deities attend and guard your paſſage ! 
Lucil. Mould'ſt not baue had me come to thank thee thi: 
For the vaſt honours, thou baſt beap'd upon me? 
Make thee, good heav' n; with thy Berenice, 

A ſponſe contented, and a happy father. 

Lu. Ve. (Methinks ii pains me much to [ve ber grieve |, 
Lucilla, you may ſee at large, may ſoo plain read 
Writ in my face the anguiſh of my ſoul ; 

More grievous and more heavy bangs the weight 
Of forrow on my beart, perhaps, than yours, 
That thou muſt thus return. O pardon, pardon, 
And, O] believe, that were I lord of my own deft: 
T ſhould moſt glaaly pay my beſt affections, 

In juſt return, to ſo much faith in love. 


Think not that I ſhall ever gaze 
With fond delight on thoſe bright rays ; 
For ſport I play the lover's part. 
No jpark from thence &er fir'd my breaſt, 
Endure the truth, and be at reſt, 
Thoſe eyes can ne er ſubdue my beart, [FE 


SCENE IV. 


Lucilla ſola. 


And when Prue done it all, what wilt avail 
To have made uſe of force ? *Tis true, that conqu! 
Will be with me; but then his heart : what goo! 
Will that do me, that vows itſelf anotber :? 
But take, Lucilla, take a little courage, 
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AT T1700 61 


Lu. Vr. Parti? Lucil. Lieti e ridenti 

Empiono gia le ſparſe vele i venti. 
Lu, Ve, Ti guidino gli Dei. 

Lucil. Di taati onori, 

Onde mi ricolmaſti 

Non vuoi, che ti ringrazj? il Ciel ti renda 

Con la tua Berenice 

Spoſo contento, e genitor felice. 
Lu. Ve. (Par, che m' affligga il ſuo dolor.) Lucilla. 
Leggi nel mio ſembiante 
L' amarezza in cui reſto, A me pit grave 
Che a te medeſma forſe 
E' il tuo ritorno. Ah mi perdona, e credi 
Che s' Io foſſi ſignor del mio deſtino, - 
Volontieri offrirei 
A tanta fedelta gli affetti miei. 


Che queſto core vi poſſa amare 
Non lo credete, pupille care, 
Nemmen per gioco vi 'ngannerò. 
Voi mai non foſte le mie faville, 
Soffrite in pace, care pupille, 
Per voi il mio foco arder non può. 


[ Parte. 


SC ENA F. 


Lucilla ſola. 


A che dunque mi giova 

Uſar la forza? Io vincerò, ma poi, 
Che farò d' un amore, 

Che ſia d' altra beltà miſero avanzo ? 
Ardir, ardir Lucilla, 
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St prendan l' armi, forſe 

Che in eſſe troverai conforto e pace; 

Tanto mi dice il core 

Con linguaggio d' amor, che alletta e piace. 


Va godendo vezoſo, e bello 
Quel ruſcello la liberta. 
E trall' erbe con onde chiare 
Lieto al mare correndo va, [ Parte, 


SCENA V. 
Cortile contiguo alla prigione. 


Aniceto con vaſo di veleno, p ſtile, poi Flavio con 
| folaati, e Vologeſo. 


Ani. Hor che Lucilla ha l' amor mio gradito 
Vuo, che ferro, o veleno, a Vologeſo 
Porti l' ultima ſorte. 
Fingerò, che il commando 
Venga da Lucio; e Berenice allora 
Morto lo ſpoſo ſuo, ſara pietoſa. | 
Entra nella prigione. 
Ha. Amici a voi, fi, queſto, 
Queſto è il carcere appunto ove fi chiude 
Oppreſſa la innocenza. 
Vologeſo cercate. Vol. Inutil pena. 
| [Vel:geſo eſce dalla prigione con lo ſtile in- 
ſanguinto quale getta pot a terra. 
Vologeſo è preſente, e non & aſconde 
Al ſuo fiero deſtin, perchè nol teme. 
Fla. Sei tude? parti il re? 


Fol. Fui, ſe nol' ſono. 
„„ 


ACT III. 63 


Let them to arms : | 
Perbaps they'll prove the inſtruments of peace: 
Thus my fond heart talks to itſelf, well pleaſed, 
With the fweet language of ſelfeflatt'ring love. 


Wat fair rivet, gently firaying, 
Full of bappy freedom flows, 
And, thro' flowery borders playing, 
To the ſea, delighted, goes. [Exit, 


SCENE V. 


A court-yard contiguous to the priſon. 


Anicetus with a bowl of poiſon, and a dagger; 
afterwards Flavio with ſoldiers, and Vologelus. 


Ani, Now that Lucilla has approv'd my paſſion 

J am reſold the bowl, or dagger's point 

Shall cut off all pretence in Vologeſus. 

PII feign theſe orders io be ſent by Lucius, 

And Berenice will, when her ſpouſe is dead, 

Turn pity's eye upon another object, 

| [Enters the priſon, 
Fla. Friends, now behave like men; this is the place 
Where oppreſs'd innocence is made a priſoner, 
So now for Vologeſus. 
| [Vologeſus comes out of the priſon with 
a bloody dagger, which he afterwards 
throws down on the ground, 
Vol. Here Vologeſus comes; be ſcorns to ſkulk, 

And hide bis bead from fate, for be don't fear it. 
Fla. And are you, ſire, the monarch of the Parthians ? 
Vol. J am, or rather, if I am not, 6a E 

la. 
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Fla. Strike off bis cbains; place in bis hand a ſword : 
Tou to the palace hall go forth with me, 
And Pl] reſtore you thers your faithful ſpouſe. 

Vol. Ze deities, I do acquit you all— 
Tou did not cauſe the fierceneſs of my fate, 
Tho' long my woe was hard; kind Heav'n appeas 4 
Reſtores at length to my def Iring arms 
The idol of my beart ; and ſmiling fortune 
Gives me a bleſt vici f tude in love. 


If all in vain the lightning flies, 
My bope's in you, my fair; 

The boch influence of thoſe eyes 

Can quiet ev'ry care. 
Back to the ſkies I give again 

The ills they on me caſt, 
And, if with you I live and reign, 

Forget the ſorrows paſt, __ [Extt. 


SCENE VI. 


Apartment hung with deep mourning ; but is after- 
wards changed into a royal one, with a throne. 


Lucius Verus, and afterwards Berenice. 


Lu. Ve. The whole is now prepared, 
Go now and learn to execute my orders. 
To what does love oblige me, [Exit guard. 
Only to conquer one fair tyrant's pride? | 
Ber. O Berenice, where art thou now ? 
What dreadful pomp of ſorrow ſhocks thy ſight ? 


Why 


Sta; 


Lu 


Ber 
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AT T O III. 65 
Ha. Troncateli i legami : [ 4 ſeldati. 

Porgetegli una ſpada. WS. 

Alla reggia verrai; cola fra | 

Ti rendero la fida ſpoſa ancora, [ Parte. 
Val. Aſſolvo i numi, aſſolvo 

Della fierezza lor la ſorte, e il fato, 

Se il Cielo al fin placato 

Con si fauſte vicende 

Al bel idolo mio ſalvo mi rende. 


Se Þ arco ſcocca in vano, 
Dirò, che tutto puoi 
Cot vaghi lumi tuoi 
Mio caro, amato bene. 

Al Ciel, dono, mio numè 
Tutto il ſuo acerbo ſdegno, 
Se con te vivo, e regno 
Scordo le andate pene. | 

[ Parte. 


SCENA N 


Stanza di lutto, che poi fi cangia in reggia con trono. 


Lucio Vero, poi Berenice. 


Lu, Ve. Gia preparato è il tutto. 
Vanne e quanto t' impoſi, 
Sappi eſeguir. [Parte la guardia. 
A che mi aſtringi amore 
Per debellar la tirannia d'un core. 
Der. Berenice, ove ſei? 
Qual funeſto apparato 
Di ſpavento, e di lutto ? 


I | Qual 
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Qual di tenebre e d' ombre 
Reggia dolente e fiera ? 
Forſe qui di Tieſte . 
Si rinnovan le cene, e langue il giorno 
Fuggitivo cosi, perche tra queſte, 
Fra queſte ſoglie, oh Dio! 
Trucidato mori l' idolo mio. 
Aimè — ſon deſta, o ſogno? 
Odo o parmi d' udir—la voce il pianto— 
Del moribondo ſpoſo ?—Ahi fon pur queſti 
Gemiti di chi langue | 
Singulti di chi ſpira 
Caligine profonda, 
Che la s' inalza, e moſtra 
Non ſo qual fimulacro a gli oechj miei 
Quella si quella lo la ravviſo,—oh ſtelle 
E del mio Vologeſo | 
L' ombra meſta e dolente 
Ah barbaro tiranno, 
Uccideſti il mio amore, 
Me lo diſſe il mio core 
Me l' afferma il mio ſguardo: Io non m- 

inganno. | 

t 


Ombra cara del mio ſpoſo, 
Deh, ripoſa, e lieta aſpetta 
La vendetta che faro, 
E poi toſto ove tu ſia. 
Mi vedrai venire a volo, 
E fedel ti abbraccero, 


E quell” oſcura 


Lu. Ve. (Troppo il dolor Þ affanna, 


Veggami, e fi conſoli) Berenice? 


Ber 


* 


ACT -1IE 67 
Why is this ſolemn black ſpread round the wall | 


As this were horror*s manſion ? 
Or elſe, methinks, it looks like that dread palace, 


' Whereall in darkneſs, ghoſts and ſbades inhabit : 


Or here, perhaps, the ſupper of Thyeſtes ? 

Stoift the jun drives down the departing day, 

Loth to bebold amid(t theſe ſable ſcenes, 

O Hear ns ! the murder of my dear-lov'd lord. 

Ah me 1-— Am I awake, or do I dream? 

O no, hear, or ſeem at leaſt to bear 

The voice, tne d ing voice, and loud complaints 

Of my poor agonizing ſpouſe. —[Ha-— Heart ibere! 
Tos ſure lis jo -—that was a dying groan —— 
Thoje found litre ſobs of the laſt parting breath 
And this obſcure and profound darkneſs round me 


| Preſents an image of I know not what 


Swimming beſore my eyes—That— Ay "lis 1b. 


Again do I behold it, the ſad (ſhade 


Of my lord Vologeſus I 

Thou barbarous tyrant 

Thou haſt ſlain my love, 

My heart does tell me /o ; 

My eyes, thoughts, fears confirm it: 
And I am not deceived — 


Reſt, deareſt ſhade, ab ! be at reſt, 
And now await, ſerene and bleſt, 
The vengeance I deſign. 
That done, to thee, without delay, 
. Thou ſhalt behold me wing my way, 
And, faithful, with thee join. Exit. 


Lu. Ve. (Grief works too deeply on her noble mind, 


I muſt be ſeen by ber, and give her comfort ) 
Berenice ? 
I 2 Ber. 


— — — 
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68 ACT II. 


Ber. Ab me! amidſt ſo great, ſo many horrors, 
Is there one ſtill moſt fatal lo be ſeen ! 
Lu. Ve. What is't afflifts thee ? 
Ber. Merciliſs man, 
That need wilt be a witneſs of my ſuff *rings : 
What's ih deſign with all thy tragick pomp ? 
Is this the barbarous method you would take 
To let me know, that, at this hour of time, 
My ſpouſe is put to death? 
Lu. Ve. Now you ſhall quickly know. 
[A mournful ſymphony is heard ; enters 
a guard, with a falver covercd ,over 
with a black veil. 
Lu. Ve. This is a gift, that I'm indebted to you : 
Know, if you ſeek your ſpouſe, bes with you now, 
Ber. He's with me now O ftars ! 
The cruel gift becomes a t\rant band: 
What dojt thou hold? what ſcreens thou from my fight? 
Alas ! perhaps, in very deed, ye heavens ! 
There's plac'd, beneath that dark and diſmal veil, 
The head of my much injured lord — 
Ab ! at that thought, I faint--firſt burn--then freeze. 
Thou coward fleſþ—weak arm of Berenice, 
What horror ſto s thee, and affrigbts thee back? 
Be bo'dly brave, be brave, weak beart of woman, 
And feed this arm with courage 10 uncover 
This laſt, this final gift croſs fate preſents thee, 
Unfold thy mis*ry ; and make ſure my death. 
[At the uncovering the ſalver, a moſt plea- 
fant and delightful ſymphony is heard: 
The mourning furniture of the ſcene drops; 
and in the room of it appears a moſt 
ſumptuous palace, highly illuminated. 
Lu. Ve. Theſe are a tyrant's gifts; you ſee they are: 
Come, Berenice; don't ſtruggle againſt love; 
| But 


r 


AT T O III. 69 


Ber. Aime ! fra tanti orrori 
Del piu' funeſto ancor non m' ero avviltal 
Lu Ve. Che t' affligge? Ber. Spietato, 
Ch' eſſer vuoi teſtimon de? miei martirj, 
Con ſi tragica pompa, e che Nendi! ? 
In s barbare guiſe 
Dir mi vuoi che il mio ſpoſo 
A queſt' ora da te forſe s“ uccile ? 
Lu. Ve. In breve lo ſaprai. 
[S* ode flevile finfonia, entra una ende 
con un bacile coperto di nero. 
Lu. Ve. Queſto dono a te devo, Io te lo reco 
Se tu cherchi il tuo ſpoſo, egli è gia teco. 
Ber. Egli è gia meco ? Oh ſtelle 
Dono ſpietato e degno 
De la man di un tiranno: i 
Che racchiudi? cheaſcondi? Oh dio, tu forſe 
Sotto quel foſco, e tenebroſo velo 
Del mio tradito bene 
La tronca teſta Ah! ch' in penſarlo io manco. 
Sudo——aggtaccio——o codarda 
Deſtra di Berenice 
Qual orror ti trattienne, e ti ſgomenta? 
Ardiſci, ardiſci o lenta | 
Scopri Þ ultimo dono - 
Che ti fal“ empia ſorte 
Scopri la mia ſciagura, e la mia morte. 
LAllo ſcoprirſi del bacile & ode una ſinfonia 
alleꝑ riſſima, ſi cangia la ſcena in reggia 
illuminata. 
Lu. Ve. I doni d' un tiranno 
Tu miri o Berenice, ama un affetto 


Che 
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Che ti dichiara Auguſta. 
Ber. Se tu credi, che vinta 
M' abbia il paſſato orrore, o il ben vicino, 
1 inganni: Il tuo diadema 
Il tuo ſcettro, il tuo impero 
Tutto rifiuto, e ſolo il caro ſpoſo 


Que! ben faria— 
Lu. Je. Troppo ſofferſi ingrata. 
Ola? vanne la dove { Ad una guardia. 


Vologeſo fi chiude, 

Da morte al prigionier, di che le viene 

Da Berenice. Ber. Ferma—— 

[Trattiene la guardia. 

Lu. Ve. Ubbidiſci mi, vanne. Ber. Oh Dio! partito 

E il miniſtro ctudel, Ceſare, Aug uſto 

Odimi. Lu Le. In van mi pricg Zhi. 
Ber. Se di ſtragi ſei vago 


Da me incomincia. Lu. Ve. Or non è tempo. 
Ber. Io quella. 


Sono, che ti ſprezzo. Lu. Ve. Crudele, ingrata. 
Ber. Qua! col pa ha Vologeſo 

Della mia crudelcd ? I. I. Ve. Voglio, che mora. 
Ber. Ecco Auguſto a tuoi pied! [& inginocchia. 

L' altera Berenice, 

Vedi come dolente 


Verſa ſtille dagP occhj 
Piu' che accenti dal labro, ella ti chiede 


Ga per!“ ultima volta il caro ſpoſo. 
Per queſti miei ſoſpir, per queſta invitta 
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But love the Perſon, who declares you empreſs. 
Ber. If thou believ'ſt that either borrors paſt, 

Or flat ring proſpects of approaching greatneſs 

Can win upon my ſoul ; thou err'ſt moſt ſtrangely. 
I tell thee, emperor, that ner thy diadem, 

Nor profier'd ſeptre, nor thy vaſt domains 

Can win from me ought but a 5 flat refuſal 3 

And I reje them all: For all my greatneſs, 

All, that I wiſh of good, is wholly centred 

In my dear ſpouſe, and but in bim alone. 
Lu. Ve. Tue borne with your ingratitude ioo far. 

Guard, to the priſon go, where Vologeſus 

Is now conſin' d; and give him inflant death: 

But tell bim firſt "tis Berenice's gift. 
Ber. Hold. 
Lu. Ve. 1 /ay, obey. 
Ber. O, Heav*ns ! the cruel miniſter is gone. 

Cæſar, O Cæſar, emperor, Auguſius, 

Hear me, 1 pray you, hear me. 
L.u. Ve. Thou pray'/t to me in vain. 
Ber. If you are fond of bloodſhed, 

Begin the ſcene with me. 
Lu. Ve. It is not time, as yet, 
Ber. J, I am ſbe 

That hates, contemns, and ſcorns thee, 
Lu. Ve. Fierce, cruel and ungrateful. 
Ber. But tell me how my cruelty can be 

A faull in Vologeſus ? : (be dies. 
Lu. Ve. The time of arguing's done It is my will 
Ber. See, ſee, Auguſtus, proſirate at your feet, 
The proud, the baughty Berenice is falln; [Kneels. 
See bow conſum'd with grief 
She melts her ſoul out pouring from ber eyes, 
And more, by trickling tears, does ſpeak, than words. 


She now claims from you, and claims for the laſt time 
Her 
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2 deareſt buſbeni—0, by theſe fighs, theſe ſobs 
Come from a br eaking beart ; by this invincible, 
This mojt unconguer'a band, I bathe with weeping, 
And by the very guardian 8 
Lu. Ve. "Ne, this is final ſentence, 
Or plight your hand, or now he drops his bead. Exit. 
Ber. Either my band, or elſe his bead; good Heav'ns ! F 
What ſball I do? Why ſave my Vologeſus : 
If fitions, promiſes, can delude this man, 
Then this great lord of Rome hall be deluded : 
And if once more ihe fates reſtore him to me, 
All my paſt fears and frights, ibo“ bard and dreadful, 
Vaniſh to air——Ob ! Pd forgive bim all—and yet, 
Thus far, I bope to work upon bis nature. 


If 1 profeſs my love again, 
My beart can never know a pain, 
No fears can harbour there. 


If I behold him bleſt with eaſe, 
Alt once will all my ſuſf' rings ceaſe 
And every anxious care. [Exit. 


SCENE the laſt. 


Lucius Verus drove back by Flavius, with the 


mutinied troops, and to them Lucilla. (10 | 

Fla. Lucius now lay down thoſe imperial laurels 1 
That you ſo ill ſupport. f 0 
Lu. Ve. Flavio, be leſs preſumpluous- | GS 
Remember you ſpeak io Caſar—1 ſtill am ſo. 7 
Lucil. Flavio, friends, bold; A 
For Lucius is your Ceſar, and my ſpouſe. ll | 
Fla. How ? L 
Lucil. My lord, what are your thoughts * To 
Tur 
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Mano che ti bagno, pei patrj; numi 


1. Ve. No, la ſentenza è queſta 

O toſto la tua mano, o la ſua teſta ener . 
. O la mia mano, o la ſua teſta, oh Cieli! 

Che mai faro? fi ſalvi Vologelo: 

Si finga, ſi prometta, e fi deluda 

Il Ceſare di Roma, Oh ſe il deſtino 

Mi rendefle una volta il fido ſpoſo, 

Tutto il paſſato affanno 

Benche fr a atroce, e fiero 

Gli vorrei perdonar, e pur lo ſpero. 


Seo il caro bene 
Non ò più affanni, e pene, 
Non © pin pene al cor. 
Se lo vedro contento 
Nel ſeno il mio tormento 
Avra fine, e 1] dolor. 
| | [ Parte. 
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SCENA ULTIM A. 


cio Vero reſpinto da Flavio, e dall' eſercito ſullevato, 
e poi Lucilla. 


, Lucio, deponi omai 
Quei, che si mal ſoſtieni 
Sopra la fonte imperiali allori. 
Ve. Flavio, con men d' ardire—{ Cava la . 
Al tuo Ceſare parla, ancor ſon tale. 
Kal, Flavio, Amici, fermate; 
Lucio è il Ceſare voſtro, ed è mio ſpoſo. 
a. Come? Lucil, Signor, che penſi ? 


K 


74 ATT O III. 


Circondata è la reggia, e ĩ tuo! guerrieri 
Voglion de* torti miei 
E ragione, e vendetta. 
Lu. Vu. Principeſſa gentile, Io gia non voglio 
Eſſer di te men generoſo, prendi. 
[Le da' la ſpal 


Ecco nelle tue mani 
La mia ſpada, il mio arbitrio, e la mia vita. 

Lu. Ve. Torni pure al tu fianco 
II terrore dell' Aſia, e la difeſa 


Dell' impero latino. I 

Lu. Ve. Torni al ſuo regno Vologeſo, e torni 0 
Seco la ſua conſorte. uc 
Prendi nella mia deſtra 


Della mia fede ogni immutabil pegno. 

Lucil. O d' un tanto penar premio condegno. 
Berenice ſopragiunge con ſtile in ma 

Ber. Ah perfido tiranno, or ſazio ſei 

Del ſangue del mio ſpoſo ? 

Vologeio mori, vedi ecco il ferro 

Che lo trafifle, eccone il ſangue, or godi. 
Lu. Ve. Cieli! che avvenne mai? 
Ber. Miſera Berenice a che piu tardi ? 

Vanne incontro al tuo fato, e alla ſua morte. 
* Vuol ferirſi ma ſopragiunge Volg Tu. 
Lu. Ve. Ferma. Vol. I' arreſta. Luci l. Oh nuf ol. 


' [Toglie il pugnale a Beren Luci 

Ber. VologÞer. 

Vol. Mia vita. Ber. E vivi, e il credo? ol. 
Vol. L' iniquo tuo minſtro [ A Lucio Ver. 


M' offri ferro e veleno; 
I primo Io ſcelſi, e a lui jo immerſi in ſeno 


ol. 
2 
1 
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Four palace is ſurrounded, and your ſoldiers 
And their commanders are reſolved to know 
The reaſon of my wrongs, and to revenge them. 
u. Ve. Moſt gentle of all princely maids, I will not 
Longer be deem'd leſs generous than you : 
My judgement, ſword, and life, are in your hands. 
[Gives her his ſword. 
ucil. By our own ſide, for that becomes it beſt, 
Wear Aſia's terror, and the guard of Rome. 
u. Ve. Let Vologeſus to his realm return, 
And with him let his beauteous fair return. 
And, O] you charming excellence, receive, 
In this right hand, a full exchange of love, 
Of gratitude, and truth ;,— tis all that 1 can give. 
ucil. I is à full reward for all my ſuff rings. 
[ Berenice joins the company with a dagger 
in her hand. | 
Per. Perfidious tyrant, are you yet ſatisfy'd, 
Yet ſatiated with my poor Huſband's blood? 
Valogeſus is now dead, behold the ſteel 
That ſtabb'd bim; ſee the blood—and now rejoic 
u. Ve. Forbid it heav'ns, that it &er ſhould be /q ! 
er. Unhappy Berenice, ah ! what doſt wait for? 
Be brave to meet thy fate; and bold to give 
The blow of death to hin 
[Goes to ſtab herſelf, and enters Vologeſus, 
Fu. Ve. Hold! FOB 
Fol. O, top thy arm 
Locil. O, deities! | Snatches the poniard from Ber. 
Per. YVologe/us. 
ol. My life. 
ter. Art thou alive, and may I ſure believe it ! 
ol. The wicked miniſter gave me my choice 
noi Of poiſon, or the'\ſword ; 
I choſe the laſt, and plune'd it in his boſom, 
| K 2 Some 
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76 ACT III. 
Some /quadrons, and their leader came 
And freed me from my chains, 
Fla. / was not able to endure the hardſhip 
F jaw you under ——and I left you Free. 
Lu. Ve. Thou didſi moſt rightly, Flavio; ; 
And as my fault thru mended'ſt, I muſt praiſe the 
Friend, I reſtore your Berenice, your ſpouſe, 
I beg of all here prejent, you would bury 
In 2 ob\ivion all my faults but chiefly 
Do you forget my cruelty—-And you my love. 
Vol. In every heart its wiſh d. for joys appear, 
All love is more ſweet, tha! ſucceeds after fear. 


Ber. Come, come, my deareſt, to my breaſt, 
Now paſt is every care 
I feel my ſoften'd ſoul oppreſt, 
With joy too great to bear. 


Vol. I come, my dear delight, I come, 
Now every gricf is paſt 
This fair ſerene diſpels the gloom 
]] bich ver my mind was caſt. 


CHORUS. 


More grateful for the joy we find, 

Which follows ſuch diſtreſs ;; 
And to the faithful lover*s mind, 
The pleaſure is exceſs. 


FA 6 n 


THE END. 


e the 


ATTO m. 


Giunſero alcune ſquadre, e il duce loro 
Le mie catene— Fla. Io fui. 
Non potendo ſoffrir tua ingiuſta ſorte, 
Che ſciolſi dal tuo pie, “ aſpre ritorte. 
Lu. Ye. Flavio, tu ben faceſti: 
Del fallo mio “ error corretto Io ſcorgo, 


Amico, ecco ti rendo 


Berenice tua ſpoſa : ah naſcondete. 


In un perpetuo oblio 


Tu la mia crudelta, tu Þ amor mio. 
Vol. La gioja torni, ove la chiama il core. 


377 


Doppo gli affanni è ancor più dolce amore. 


Ber. 


Vol. 


Caro, vieni al mio ſeno 


Dopo tanto languir. 
Sento, ch* Io vengo meno 
Per un fi gran gioir. 


Cara, torno al tuo ſeno 


Dopo tanto ſoffrir. 
Scaccia ſi bel ſereno 
L' ombra del mio martir, 


CORO. 
Dopo tanto penare 
E 1 grato il piacer. 


Chi ſa coſtante amare 


Rende immenſo il goder. 


Fine dell' Atto Terzo. 


„ 


a 


